VII
DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES
A TRAVELLER IN Germany recently was struck
by the behaviour of a man who walked along Berlin's
Kurfuerstendamm. For five minutes my informant, a
Danish businessman, walked behind this man as he strode
along the fine avenue in the West of Berlin,
The man, whom the Dane in his description called an
average German, seemed to notice his incidental fol-
lower. Soon he quickened his pace, turning his head
round suspiciously from time to time.
My Danish friend wondered, at first, why he had
attracted the man's attention, but he soon realised that
the "average German" was even more concerned to
know why a stranger should follow him.
Suddenly he stopped abruptly. It was obvious that
he wanted to find out if he was being seriously followed,
As my friend passed by he saw two anxious eyes
watching him, The man, in spite of the biting cold,
was apparently looking into a shop window, but in
reality he was watching the reflection of the Dane in
the glass.
This insignificant scene impressed itself deeply on
the foreign observer's mind, It had made him watch
other Germans casually. And invariably he found that
his attention produced similar results: people were
embarrassed when he looked at them, started hurrying
if he seemed to be following them, evaded his observation
with a cunning worthy of the ideas of a detective novel
writer.